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say my eyes are made up. Such as they are, sir, they are as
God made them. Don't you believe me?'
'No, they are too handsome to be natural.'
'Well, I declare!'
'Forgive me; I see I have been too outspoken!5
A long silence followed this dispute. The priest smiled
to himself from time to time, but the girl had great diffi-
culty in hiding her vexation.
She was quite adorable; her head was dressed in the
fashion of a rich peasant, with at least a hundred sequins'
worth of gold pins and arrows holding up her ebony hair.
She wore long massive ear-rings, and a gold chain twisted
twenty times round her slim white throat.
When the gondola entered the long canal of Marghera I
asked the priest if he had a carriage to take him to Treviso,
which was the coaching station for their village, and if not
would he accept two places in the chaise I intended to hire,
but his niece interrupted him and declared she would not
travel with me. I saw I had offended her, and hastened to
make my peace by saying that I could tell if her eyes were
really black by washing them with rose water, or if she shed
tears I should know at once.
'Cry, then, my child,' said her uncle, cand the gentleman
will do justice to you and your eyes.'
At this she began to laugh, and laughed so heartily that
tears actually rolled down her cheeks, and so we were all
good friends again.
I ordered breakfast and a post-chaise, but first of all the
good priest said he must say Mass.
'Yes,' I said, 'you shall say a prayer for me, and we will
come and hear it!'
On the way. to church I offered my arm to his niece.
'What would your mistress say,' she asked, 'if she saw
us walking like this?'
'I have no mistress, and I shall never have one again, for
I shall never find such a pretty girl as you—no, not ir
Venice!'

